
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

A FLOWER GIVEN TO MY DAUGHTER 

Frail the white rose, and frail are 
Her hands that gave, 
Whose soul is sere, and paler 
Than time's wan wave. 

Rose-frail and fair — yet frailest, 
A wonder wild 
In gentle eyes thou veilest, 
Mv blue-veined child. 



NIGHT PIECE 

Gaunt in gloom 

The pale stars their torches, 

Enshrouded, wave. 

Ghost-fires from heaven's far verges faint illume- 

Arches on soaring arches — 

Night's sin-dark nave. 

Seraphim 

The lost hosts awaken 

To service, till 

In moonless gloom each lapses, muted, dim, 

Raised when she has and shaken 

Her thurible. 

[74] 



Night Piece 

And long and loud 

To night's nave upsoaring, 

A star-knell tolls — 

As the bleak incense surges, cloud on cloud, 

Voidward from the adoring 

Waste of souls. 

James Joyce 

THE ABANDONED FARM 

In this big house the dead walk. They are always cold. 
And I am a young spirit that has strayed among the 
dead. 

Outside the hills are wonderful. They are red with the sun. 

I came here to seek the spirit of the mountains; and now 
my soul is slipping from me, for I find only the dead. 

1 look out of the window upon the great mountains. They 
are covered with snew. I feel the wind and the hot 
sun on the snow. Strange trees climb the mountains, 
like people seeking the heights. And my heart bursts, 
for among the mountains there are only the dead. 

The dead walk in the big house. They are always cold. 
And I am a young spirit that is lost among the dead. 

William Zorach 
[75] 



